THE   HEART   OF   LIFE

she should be, Juha would have given anything
to be bold enough to steal across the living-room
to Riina's bed. One night, when a dead silence
on the other side of the fireplace made it seem
likely that Riina was awake, Juha crept in her
direction, coughing as he crept, only to find that
she was not in her bed. He stretched himself
out in the empty bed and lingered there a while.
But when Riina returned home from the village,
Juha was already back in his own bed, pretending
to be asleep.

Riina was two and twenty, a girl lacking in
ballast and loose-natured. She did not come
from these parts; the master had hired her at
market partly out of a sense of humour when
she asked him for a job. She did her work
apathetically and ran away at night as often as
she dared. Young men were afraid to venture
into the Pirjola living-room at night, but so far
as Riina was concerned there was no need for
them to do so. The strangeness of the locality
was no hindrance to Riina even on her first
Sunday night. She sang in a whinneying voice
her own country dance tunes in the living-room,
to vanish later into the village, whence she
returned some time after midnight. Circum-
stances alone made her the object of Juha's
secret dreams. She did not seem to take any
interest in Juha; she whinnied her songs to her-
self and on being addressed by him gave any